Sonnet

As time for the flowers to wilt and fade

As grass turns brown and starts to disappear,

And the petals and bark start to decay

Then the darkness of Winter will appear.

Bare the darkness of the birds who do sing

Birds who sing of flowers of thy daylight,

As Winter overcomes thy Summer ring

That Winter takes away thy Summer bright.

Seeing me fall in the hands of the dark

Never seeing the Summer of thy life,

Leaves to disappear like trees with dry bark

Of thy soul to be punctured with a knife.


To nourish thy ere long life and dark death,


Like looming into thy dark water depth.

